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Open itTomorrow
Casket in British Museum

Closed Sixty Years.

of January, 1500, an in-

teresting
On the first day

ceremony will be performed at
the British Museum In London. It will

"be the opening of a chest of papers that

has been, sealed up for sixty-si-x years

in accordance with the terms of the will

of Francis Douce, the celebrated. English

bibl'ophile. antiquarian, and Shakespear-

ean scholar, who died in 1834. The par-

ticular clause of the will in question runs

as follows:

I desire my executor to collect to-

gether all my letters and correspond-

ence, all my private manuscripts, and
unfinished or even finished essays, or in-

tended work or works, memorandum
books, especially such as are marked in
the inside of their covers with a red
cross, with the exception only of such
articles as he may think proper to de-

stroy, as my diaries or articles of a
merely private nature, and to put them
Into a strong ixix, to be sealed up, with-
out lock or key, and with a brass plate
inscribed: 'Mr. Douce's papers, to be
opened on the first of January, 1S00;' and
then to deposit thte box in the British
Museum, or, if the trustees should de-

cline to receive It, I then wish it to re-

main with the other things bequeathed to
the Bodleian library."

The trustees of the museum accepted
the singular trust thus imposed upon
them, and the box has remained intact
ever since.

That the occasion will be one of re
markable interest to scholars and anti-
quarians and to all students of the past
literature of the English-speakin- g peo-
ple is evident, and becomes all the more
so when one recalls the manner of man
Mr. Douce was. That he was a person
or peculiar eccentricity may readily bo
inferred from the above provision in his
will, as. well as from another in the same
document, which is as follows:

"I give to Sir Anthony Carlisle 200,

requesting him either to sever my head
or extract the heart from my body, so
as to' prevent any possibility of the re-

turn of vitality."
Whether this interesting surgical oper-

ation took place or not the chroniclers
of that day do not inform, us, but as Sir
Anthony was an eminent surgeon it is
not unlikely that it did.

Francis Douce was born in London In
J 1757, and" was descended from a most re-

spectable family. One of his ancestors.
Dr. Douce, was an eccentric but exceed-
ingly popular physician, and his father,
Thomas Douce, held official station un-
der the government and left considerable
estate.

Francis never spoke of his father with
affection and often said: "My grand-
father was a domestic despot and ty-
rannized over my father, who thought
proper to retaliate upon me."-- When the
father died ho left the larger part of the
estate to his eldest son, cutting off
Francis and the other children with
email portions.

This (disposition was made, probably,
with the desire of founding a family,
though Francis did not think so, but at-
tributed it to the misrepresentations of
his elder brother, "who used to say that
it was of no use to leave me money, for
I should waste it In books."

This treatment did not tend to make a
naturally eccentric character any less so,
nnd ho remained almost totally estranged
from his family for the remainder of his
life.

At an early age Francis developed a
love for books and antiquities and a pas-elo- n

for music, which his mother en
couraged but his father repressed. Ho
attended private schoo-- , but was not
sent to college. He studied for the bar,
and for a time held a position in his
father's office, but the routine disgusted
him and he left it.

From his boyhood he was a collector of
books, prints and coins, and indulged his
tastes often at the sacrifice of other
hings. For a time he was employed in

iho British .Museum as keeper of the
manuscripts, and whllo holding this po
sition catalogued the Lansdowne MSS.

land revised the catalogue of the Har- -'
ileian MSS., labors of considerable mag-
nitude.

He married in 1709, the year in which
Jiis father and mother died, and It is
kaid that tho event did not increase his
happiness, though on his part It was a
marriage of affection. The couple lived
together, however, for more than thirty
ears, Mr. Douce dying in 2S3L They

lad no children.
George Steevcns, the Shakespearian

ti'holar and commentator, lived on terms
of intimacy with Mr. Douce as long as
he remained a bachelor, but ceased to
visit him after his marriage, it being a
rule with Steevens to cut off all ac-

quaintances who "became Benedicts. Mr.
liouce contributed some notes to Steev-m-s'

edition of Shakespeare, which was
out in 1793.

With Malone. Isaac Disraeli, Dr. Dib-

din, Payne Collier. Richard Hebor. Wal-

ter Scott, and many other well known
scholars and antiquarians, Mr. Douce
cultivated the most friendly relations,
for they were all congenial spirits.

Dr. Dibdln in hte "Rpminlsoences" re-

lates & number of anecdote of Douce.
Thoy were neighbors in Kensington for
many years, and became intimate friends
and correspondents. Dibdln says:

"He (Douce) would neither end nor
bow to any man breathing. Freedom of
thought and action was his birthright,
and he was determined to show it upon
all occasions. . . . He succeeded the
Jato Rev. Robert Xares as principal li-

brarian of the manuscript department of
the British Museum: but the situation
poon became unsupportable to him. He
entered upon it at too advanced a per-

iod of bis life, when his habits were
fixed, and when even the semblance of a
superior was obnoxious to him. He told
me ju?t beore hip departure from it that
h could work as well as any man, but

t lat he would be ordered by 410 man. "
In 1307 Ittr. Douce published his "Illus-

trations of Shakespeare and of Ancient
Manners, with Dissertations on the

iowns and Fools of Shakespeare. The
work is in two volumes and contains
much curious and valuable information.
But it also exploits some of Mr. Douce's
crotchets, and Jeffrey, in the Edlnburg
Review, fell foul of it in terms that
greatly exasperated the author. After
speakimr of the hole tribe f Shakes-perea- n

commentators as a "very feeble
folk," the reviewer gos Qn to say:

"Mr. Douce, we suppose. Is as good asany of them. Yet e think him upon
the whole feeble and dull, and must set
down-hi- s book among those which it is
impossible to peruse without feelincs ofcompassion for the tacredible labor
which has been expended with so ium
return to either instruction or amuse- -
xnent."

That this is unjust criticism rIII be
Agreed by every one who takes the trou-

ble to look into Mr. Douce's volumes.
Its effect upon Mr. Douce was to make
him refrain from publication thereafter
to a great extent. He contributed to the
Archaeologia edited some old chronicles
and other ancient works for the

club, assisted Sir Walter Scott in

the preparation of "Sir Tristram," and
wrote an elaborate dissertation on Hol-bien- 's

"Dance of Death." With these
exceptions he published nothing, and
therefore it. is expected that the box in
the British Museum will contain a vast
deal of highly interesting matter.
Douce's reading was immense. He lived
In his library, among his treasured cu-

rios. He Tead with pen in hand, and his
manuscripts and commonplace books
were crammed with the history of arts,
manners, customs, superstitions, fictions,
popular sports and games of ancient
times. All these should be In the box.

Mr. Douce seems never to have been
exactly poor, except as he cramped him-

self at times by his passion for rareties,
but in 1S23 he came Into a fortune that
enabled him to satisfy every dream of
his life. His love of art had led him to
associate with the most eminent artists
of the time, who were also glad to have
access to Mr. Douce's rare collection of
paintings and sculpture.

Among these acquaintances was Jo-

seph TolIekens, the famous sculptor,
who was as renowned for his miserly
habits asjhe was for his genius, and his
wife- ably Jseconded him In in his sordid
economies. The stories that are told of
their parsimony, when Nollekens was in
receipt of an income of thousands of
pounds a year, are almost incredible.
They had no children, nor apparently
any near relative, and they accumulated
a fortune of 200,000.

Mrs. .Nollekens died in 1S17, and just
ibefore his own death In 1S23 the old
sculptor solicited Mr. Douce to be one
of his executors. To this Mr. Douce de-

murred, not caring to be charged with
the trouble. Mr. Nollekens assured him
that he should not be required to per-

form any onerous duty, as he would ap-

point two other executors, to be named
by Mr. Douce, who would have the chief
labor to perform.

Thereupon Mr. Douce named two gen-

tlemen who were his friends, but he

knew nothing of the contents of the will

other than he believed that he was .to
have a legacy of five hundred pounds.

Concerning this episode Dibdin re-

marks: "It may be doubted whether his
peace of mind was not a little broken
and his serenity of temper a good deal
ruffled by the Nollekens legacy. I do not
think he was ever afterwards so happy
as he was before, notwithstanding his in-

creased ability to meet all the taxes
which the state and the parish might im-

pose upon him."
The reason for the unhapplness upon

his part was that there was a good deal
of litigation over the will, which natur-
ally caused him much annoyance and im
paired his health. In the end the will
was sustained.

The disposition he should make of his
own magnificent library and rare works
of art now began to occupy Mr. Douce's
thoughts. His first Intention was to
leave them to the great museum with
which he had been once connected, but
when he reflectd that its individuality as
a collection would be merged and lost In
that vast library he turned elsewhere.

In the summer of 1S30 ho visited the
Bodleian library at Oxford with his
friend Disraeli, and he was so pleased
with his reception by the librarian apd
others that he determined that the Bod-

leian should have his library, prints,
drawings, illuminated manuscripts,
coins and medals. And there they are
today, entitled the Bibliotheca Doucelanat,
occupying a noble "room, thus perpetuat-
ing the name of Francis Douce.

All that the British Museum received
was tho box of papers already mention-
ed. He bequeathed his collection of Ivory
carvings, gems, and miscellaneous curi-
osities to his friend Sir S. R. Meyrick.
The bulk of his fortune, amounting to
nearly S0,000, he left to another friend,
remembering his nephews with small leg-
acies only. His will was a nine days'
wonder, just as that of Nollekens had
been, but it was not contested.

Douce is entitled to remembrance not
so much for what he wrote as for what
ho was. In a generation of distinguish-
ed antiquarians, scholars and bibliophil-ist- s

that embraced such men as Sir Wal-
ter Scott. Isaac Disraeli, Richard Hebor,
Dr. Dibdin. the second Earl Spencer.
George Ellis, Alexander Dyco and Payne
Collins, he was by no means the least.
Indeed, in his lifetime ho was regarded
as the foremost.

CLOSE SHAVES.
"I quite enjoyed my baptism of fire,"

is how Lieutenant Danks (wounded at
Elandslaagte) commences a letter to his
father, the vicar of Morton, Gninebo-rcug- h.

"It was the most exciting four
hours I over spent, and ' the sensation of
beinar fired at was most quaint. I was
net hit until the very end, I am glad to
say. in fact, not until after we had
charged, so that I saw the whole show.
It was during the charge I was bowled
over. I must say that at the time I
thought I was done for, as I was knock-
ed clean over like a rabbit. Somo of the
narrcw shaves fellows. had were simply
wonderful; one had six bullets through
his clothes and was not scratched."
London MaH.

AN HISTORIT TOWN DECAYING.
The city of Shawneetown on the Ohio

river, the second oldest town in the stateana as historic as Alexandria, the oldest
town in the United States, is passing
away. The recent flood has worked
greatly against the city. People are be-
coming dissatisfied and alarmed, and are
leaving, most of them moving to Rldg-wa- y,

in the sanio county. Eventually
the court house will be removed to Ridg-wa- y,

and before many years Shawnee-
town. like old Kaskaskia, will be no
more. Shawneetown was a nourishing
city when Chicago was but a village, and
there are many interesting oid land
marks to toe seen about town. The hotel
where Lafayette was so royally enter
tained when he visited this country In
18S still stand; the state bank, with its
colonial pillars and copper roof; the
house where John A, Logan was married;
the home of Colonel Mulberry Sellers,
Mark Twain's character in his "Gilded
Age"; the old court house, where Logan,
Ingersoll and a number of other noted
lawyers practiced law in early days, are
all objects of interest to visitors. But
probably the most Interesting spot is the
old Westwood cemetery, where lie the
bodies of McLean, the first United States
senator from Illinois, at one time state
treasurer of Illinois, and many other of
Illinois' brightest stars. Shawneetown is
the birthplace of some of the best people
in this grand old state, and the names of
Rldgway. McGehee. Peebles, Pioole. Bart-le-y.

Townsend and 'Roblson will live in
the hea-t-s of the pep.e when Shawtwe- -

Is in ti" bi the 0"i.j riter,It'iwn Ch. ag- Record.
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And His Friend, a Physician,
Who Saved Him.

An excellent narration is that by a
writer in the New York Evening Post
who is basing his story on facts. He
writes:

The logs were burning snappishly.
Cond had piled them (in the big fireplace
so cunningly that the flames wrapped
them in a riotous arabesque- -

At last the doctor said, as he, stirred
his glass: "I doubt if anybody who has
not had my experience, knows what des-

olation is."
"Were you ever in an army post in an

Indian country, six hundred miles from
supplies, with a week's blizzard raging,
and the wolves trying to jump the pal-

isades?" asked Palfrey.
"No," said the Doctor; "that is some-

thing like effeminate luxury beside my
experience. You. never dropped off the
stern of a vessel in the middle of the
Atlantic, without anybody's knowing it,
did you?"

"No," replied Palfrey, with a smile.
"Did you?"

"I did," said the Doctor with that con-

scious superiority which a man shows
only when he has been worso off than
anybody else. "I did, indeed; and, by
Jove, the curious part of it, come to
think, is, it's a Christmas story."

The doctor stopped a moment as if try-
ing to recall something; then he said to
me, "Why, you must have known of the
Pearsolls they came from Westbury."

"Dou you mean the 'school Pearsolls?'
"Why, of course, I knew them. We used
to call them the 'school Pearsolls' be-

cause old Job had four daughters who
were all school teachers."

"Yes; but he had a son.'
"I never knew anything about him. He

was a black sheep, wasn't he?"
"Well, that depends on how you look

at it. I am inclined to regard him as
an angel of light," and the doctor "smiled
in his own benignant way and presently
resumed: "I couldn't tell this story to-

night if it hadn't been for him. He ran
away and went to sea, to the disgust of
his sisters, who would never tolerate him
afterwards. When I came home from
ftchool in '54 on a sailing packet, he was
the mate of that vessel. He had chang-
ed his name and was known on board as
Dick Pearce. When we had been out
two days word came to tho cabin that
Dick was dead. The captain, an old
Gloster man, cursed and swore at his
luck, and asked me to make out some
kind of certificate before they shot the
fellow overboard. Well, I was a pretty
fresh young student, and had all tho
recklessness of my kind. I went for-
ward and sat down in front of a bunk
with official complacency to frame some
kind of authoritative excuse for his dy-

ing without any of the usual prelimin-
aries. He was rolled up in a dirty
blanket, which I tore off. and, pulling
the body over so I could see the face,
I was astonished at tho delicacy of It,
which" death had apparently enhanced.
All tho superficial roughness of the sea-
man had left it. I sat there with a pad
in my hand, trying to think of the eas-
iest way out of It, and was just about
to write heart disease on my pad as
the safest conclusion, when I looked up
and saw two men behind me, one of
them holding a large canvas sack.

" 'Is it all right. Doctor?" he asked.
'You "see, there's a squall comin' up, and
we've got to get him over at once.'

"As he said this I was looking at the
corpse and thought I saw the eyelid
twitch. You are ery apt to have such
an illusion when you star at an object
in the dim light; but I said to the men,
'Walt a minute.' and I jammed my ear
down on the cold breast. Not the faint-
est murmur, and yet it was not as cold
as I expected. 'Bring me a candle,' I
said. Ono of them .brought a light, and
I held it close to the dead eye. At first,
it was no use; the pupil did not stir. But
something made mo push the experiment
a point further. I made the narrow
room as dark as I could and then struck
the light suddenlj, andI thought there
was a slight contraction of the pupil.
That decided me. I sent the men away,
took my coat off, and put the flame of
tho candle close against the flesh of the
man's arm. The smoke blackened it so
that I could not plainly discover any-

thing, but I persisted, and after wiping
away the soot saw something like a lit-

tle blister. The man was not dead. It
was ono of those cases of suspended an-

imation which so often decelvo tho su-

perficial observer. Then I got a lancet
and opened a vein. You have no idea
what an intense moment that is to a
doctor, who is reaching down into a pro-

found mystery. At first tho incision
showed no 'blood. I stared at it with so
much suspense that I could hear my
own heart beat, and then I saw a lltttle
red bead form and grow, to break away
like a tiny bubble and drop upon the
floor. It was followed by another and
another. Whllo I was watching it, the
captain came in cursing and swearing,
and wanted to know by all the fiends
what the devil I was monkeying with
that corpse, for. Then it flashed into my
mind that perhaps the man himself was
conscious and could bear our conversa-
tion, and I said with considerable en-

ergy: 'Captain, he is not dead.'
" 'Not dead? shouted the old sailor.

'Let me tell you, young man, I've seen
more dead men than you have, and this
one can't stay aboard my craft with a
black nor'wester comin' up hand over
hand. My men axe waiting to sfcGve him
over.'

" ne is not dead, I said, 'and if you
shove him over, I'll stand against you
with a charge of murder, unless you
shove me over, too."

"He let out an oath and went on deck.
I think he hated me from that moment
with the stupid hatred that only a su-

perstitious man can engender. Well, to
cut tho matter short, I pulled Jack
Pearce out of it, I worked over him for
hones with not. a drop of ammonia on
board, and nothing tout Bedford rum and
hot water, and a gaJe rasing overhead
and turning everythig- topsy-turv- y. As
soon as he was conscious and could
sipeak. I asked him if he bad heard the
conversation. In answer he grabbed my
hand and kissed it.

"Whan the aorHvaster blew out we had
fine weather, and. as I had very Mttle
companionship on board. I got into the
habit of letting Sayself down into the
yawl that hang under the stern, aad, ly--
lag there on my hack, would often road
myself to sleep. The swinging motion of
the hanging boat was peculiarly grateful
to a man who wished to kin time. But
one evening while I was dozing there,
the stern davit line ran down suddenly
and dumped me iato the water. It vnu
about 9 o'clock aad the skv was doaded
up The eo'd piurs gae me a. Herk '
and as koi as m was tt: -

w-t- er I let out a .r... Iwa wii h--
te jij

idea how feeble it sounded to me. Some-

thing seemed to beat it down to the level
of the water, and there was the stem
of the bark receding before my eyes. In
another moment she would be out of
sight. I exerted all my strength and
bellowed for help. Possibly there were
five minutes of it, and then th bark
disappeared, and I was alone inj the mid-
dle of the Atlantic. A man in this situa-
tion calculates his chances very sum-
marily. There was one in a hundred
that the bark would send a boat to hunt
me up. Something told me that the acci-
dent had been prearranged. I was to die
there by inches, buffeted to the last. In
such crises man begins to pray very
spontaneously. Our common life hides
from us possibilities that come flashing
upon us in moments of peril, it is only
when man Is reduced to a helpless atom,
in the watte of creation that he tries
to lay hold of the Infinite. I will not
tire you with my psychologic experi-
ences. One sometimes lives for hours at
the top of his emotions. I tried to adjust
myself to an Inevitable and cruel death,
knowing that even during my last breath
I would be struck in the face by the piti-
less ocean. I will merely remark, gen-
tlemen, that to a man in the middle of
the Atlantic, lifted every half minute so
that he can get a good view of the ap-
palling waste of waters, a winter in the
Indian country(must assume the color of
an Arcadian dream.

Palfrey nodded assent
"I don't know exactly how long I was

In the water. I know, however, that I
iougni against despair with mental
frenzy, and Just as I was becoming in-
capacitated by the whirl of my own
brain and the ceaseless endeavor to keep
afloat, I heard a call. ,

"It was Dick Pearce in the yawl, and
he pulled me in, half dead. He told me
that the bark had gone on. iThe cap-
tain refused to stop. We were twenty-fou- r

hours afloat, and were then picked
up by one of the old Black Ball Line of
packets, and came safely to New York.

"I lost track of Pearce and there was
no probability that we would (ever come
together on the ocean of life again. But
now, as I think back, it all came near
to being tie regulation Christmas story.
Years I slipped away. It was, I "think, In
'72, when I was coroner, and my profes-
sional shingle was still up on the old
rooms in Bond street. Tho boys of the
Phoenix club In the Twenty-fir- st ward
were going to have a Christmas revel,
and on Christmas eve young Dick
Busted came down to my office to fetch
me. We had started lout together to
walk to the Fourth avenue cars, when a
young girl with a shawl over her head
ran after us. She caught hold of my
coat eagerly. Would I come at once?
Her father was dead.

"Something in her face touched me.
'My child,' I said, 'what can I do If your
father is dead?' I could, the vibra-
tion of her eagerness, as she replied in
a paroxysmal appeal: 'Ob, please come.
It's only across to Chystie street.'

" 'Dick,' said I, 'that will only take nfb
a few minutes and it's Christmas eve.
I'll feel better at the club if I attend to
this. You go on and I'll join jou pres-
ently.' Ho was quite Indignant, but I
had my own way. The girl walked by
my side over to a tenement house on
the corner of Chrystie ' and Houston
streets. I trid to talk with her on the
way, but her eagerness to get back

rwith her speech, which usually
ended In convulsive sobs. By the time
we were landed in a room on the fourth
floor, whero the whole family were hud-

dled in incoherent grief, "I had recovered
some of my official dignity. 'Well, mad-
am,' I said to the obvious mother of tho
circle, 'here I am. What do'you expect
me to do? Don't you know hotter than
to send for a doctor after death has tak-
en place?' I

" 'God have mercy on us,' she replied
with sharp despair, 'you can do nothing.
But the girl would have It. Then they
all fell to crying afresh. The pitiable
situation was apparent at a glance.
Here was a hard-worki- man who,
while preparing for Christmas with his
family had been suddenly cut off, so sud
denly, in fact, that tho family could not
get It squarely into their heads that he
was really dead. I took It all In, calcu- -
lating that a bill would let me
out easily, and fllf those stockings that
were hanging under the mantel, when
the girl beckoned me to follow her into
another room. It was pretty dark in J

there, but she pulled ,the curtains up and
there, lying on the bed, as you have al-

ready suspected, was Dick Pearce. I
was so taken aback that I must have
acted very strangely. 'Who told you to
come for me?' Iasked the girl, and she
slipped away from me as if something
had frightened her. 'I don't know,' she
said, 'what is it? and It gave me craw-
ly feeling.

" 'Go and get me a lamp quick do you
hear, and keep that door shut.'

" 'Yes,' she said wonderingiy, as she
slipped out.- -

"I went to the window a moment and
looked out. I could hear the horns on
the street. Christmas was close up with
its merry clamor. They were waiting
for me atVie club. This was a most an-

noying detention at such a time, and I
might be wasting labor on a corpse-The- n

.1 looked at the white face In the
dim light. It seemed to be coming to
me as if I had been forsaken even by
spume and tho darkness with a rigid,
indomitable purpose, when It looked to
me as if I had been fortaken even by
God. I put my head down close to his
oar and I said: 'Dick, old fellow, I don't
know if you can hear me or not, but I
stay with you to the end. I've got the
yawl this time, and so help me Heaven.
I'll pull you out if I can, so braco up.' "

Here the doctor stopped and filled a
pipe and Jet Palfrey light it for him with
a coal picked up with the tones. "Oea-Ueroe-

he said presently, "I suppoee
you know by this time how bad a story-
teller I am, because you can both of yon
finish It yourselves."

"Oh. don't cut It off that way," re-
marked Palfrey. Let's bare the roaad-u- p

happy family, Christmas gathering,
good angel, and all the regular baastaes.
It's pleasant to know that tbinxs tern
out that way sometimes in Ufa,

"I don't mind telling yon. fJd the
Doctor, "that I let myself drift Into the
fairy bestneas while working over that
man. I conceived a very pretty dramatic
climax. I would go into that circle in
the other room when Dick opened his
eyes, and I'd take that little bace-leeg- ed

tot on my knee aad Td tell her a stoor
about her father, who had only oae
away to get some Christmas present and
was coding back to Jafei them, and tfct
story 1 would break it an to them slowly
and rdeerr. and I woold really rreJ in
something better than the dab oonM af-
ford,"

"Yes." M Palfrey. "yao aa- - them
&.iChrtetsis present f tfeor sss Jtrcapital."

".Vs." resiled the Doctor- - "tin fort jrj.
PejTvS Tfos deaJL"

!y la ray prrfi.on thtnss o r.t
ravB 'me our m the s on w, I, &

j

a
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Counting Cubans
Great Work Accomplished by
Uncle Sam on the bland.

Ask any Cuban today what enterprise
of the American government in Cuba
has the most significance and import-

ance, and he will answer without a mo-

ment's hesitation:
"The census."
In the "United States a census is only

an incident of the national life, the re- -

sulta of which tare to be looked for with
mild curiosity. In Cuba the present cen-

sus, the numerations, for which were
completed on November SO, is regarded
as the formation step in the future gov-

ernment of the island. Upon its popu-

lation totals must rest the first popular
election, to which the Cubans are look-

ing forward as the children of Israel
looked to the promised land. It Is a fore-
gone conclusion that there must be cer-

tain franchise qualifications as to il-

literacy, residence, nationality. The cen
sus will definitely .settle the proportions
of populations, Spaniards, Cubans, Ne-

groes, Americans and other foreigners, it
will establish the very important per-

centage of illiteracy, hitherto only, dim-

ly estimated, and in case a" constitutional
convention or a representative assembly
Is chesen it will decide the ratio of rep-

resentation from each province and city.
Unpleasant as It may be to the pride of
the American, it must be confessed that
the Cubans have looked upon tho im-
provements in paving, sewerage and po-

lice in the courts and the customs ser-

vice with absolute lack or interest, if not
with actual hostility. They were all right
enough in their way, but they were not
what the Cubans had been fighting for,
and who cared for a little dirt or a lit-

tle customs tipping, anyway? It Is the
government that the Cuban Is anxious to
manage, and the census is the first in-

dication that there is going to be an op-

portunity for him to try it. As a conse-
quence the work of the enumerators, of
whom; there are l.PX) in Cuba, was look-
ed upon with extraordinary Interest and
solicitude. In the first place, every Cu-

ban wanted his name in the rolls, and If
the numerator did not call promptly he
complained to the supervisor and de-

manded prompt attention. And then,
when the numerator finally did call up-

on him, he gloated over the questions
and yet looked upon them with charac-
teristic Cuban suspicion, and tried to see
which of them had been set by "I03
Americanos" asa trap. Also the custo-
mary census notices, pasted on the wall
of his house and providing fines and im-

prisonment for fraudulent answers to
the questions, worried him, and some-
times he came up through the mud and
rain a score of miles on his burro to
explain that ho was innocent.

The census Is going to reveal some in-

teresting facts when the blanks are fin-

ally tabulated at Washington. Imme-
diately before the Spanish-America- n war
the newspapers were filled with harrow-
ing stories as to the death by starvation,
deseaso and of hundreds of
thousands of reconcentradoes, as well as
of the poor of the cities. From what I
could gather in an extended trip through
Cuba, during which I saw and talked
with many of the enumerators who were
then busy with their work, the popula-
tion of Cuba will be found much larger
than estimated 'at the close of tho war.
There can be no doubt that the number
or deaths among the reconcentradoes
was large very much larger than among
tho Cubans actually in the field, but it is
equally true that the figures must have
foeen largely exaggerated in the United
States, as a result, no doubt,. of the in-

tense feeling of the days of
the Maine disaster. Tho last official
Spanish census, in 1SS7, gave the popula-
tion of the Island as 1.C3I.6S7. Ton ear
later. In 1897. while there was no regu-
lar census, owing to the existence of tho
war, the population was estimated at
something over l,7S0.O, exclusive of
Spanish soldiers. At the close of the war
some American authorities placed the
number of deaths at upwards of 400,000,

which would mean a present population
at approximately 1,330,000. Other pesrt-mit- ic

prophets believe the census will
showi barely 1,200,000, but so good a Judge
as Major General WILson, governor of
Matanzas and Santa Clara, who has
been keeping a close watch on the cen-
sus, thinks it will show a total of more
than 1,500,00.

Never before was there such a census
In Cuba. The old Spaniards had their
regular census year, but their methods of
making the enumeration was quite char-
acteristic. A grand supervisor with an
army of clerks sat in Havana and drew
large salaries. There were also travel-
ing enumerators who left blanks at cer-
tain, stores In each block of the towns and
cities or with certain magistrates or
storekeepers in the country. Here the
questions were filled in for the whole
neighborhood, hit or miss, or not at all,
and the blanks were then forwarded to
Havana and the statistics were com-
pleted as soon az tho census appropria-
tion gave out As a result the Spanish
census was absolutely unreliable, somo
districts, particularly in the country,
being wholly unenumerated.

But the American census has been con-
ducted on strictly business principle, un
der the supervision of the war depart-
ment. By direction of the presMeni.
General J. P. Sanger was appointed di-

rector of the cenana, with bis headquar-
ters in Washington, and Victor H. d,

an experienced centos expert sad
statistician, wa appointed assistant di
rector, with headquarters at Santa Clara
Cuba. JJpon Mr. Olraefad devolved the
task of local organization, the appoint-
ment of --enumerator, and tho decision
of a thousand and on delicate oaeatlOMK
connecMi with the work. These

were mad in August of the
present year, and the census was to he-g- in

on Octob--r Is. and to be coaspletM.
a far as tho enumeration went, on

99-- in six weelce. The Wanks
were devised and translated into Span-
ish, alt the rule and orders were famed
in both Ssaniaa and 3ns3fcfc. and th
Cuban 'numerators, wholly new to sack
work, were aft trained wttfete lea than
two month time, front th -r- fimiit of
Aoint to the mhb&e October. And
the work began m every part of Cuto
on tfce oar set and in a way which I

would have ?t tho old Spavatafc census
snea ouh azfcast.

In tho am place a Cote prviwl
wa appointed In each of th sar aror
Inces men of tdnoattoa. worth and hao-- I

etr. Far nosaeft, th mpLmU
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solute fortune. Consequently half the
men of Cuba wished to be enumerators,
and the examinations and inquisitions
which followed were full of excitement.
Finally the requisite 1.60O were chosen.
In Havana province there were SS0, in
Santiago S26, in Mataribas 282, ail of the
most 'intelligent men 'of Cuba. There
were women, too, in Matanzas, to the
number of BL The choice of women for
such positions was a distinct novelty, but
a novelty which was highly popular as
well as a distinct advantage to the ser
vice, for the women were fully equal to
the men in their work. Indeed, the ap-

pointment of the women gave the Cu-

bans a new glimpse into the meaning of
American rule and made warm, friends
of thousands of Cuban women.

Each enumeiator was supplied with a
deep brown canvas bag, in which he car-

ried his port! olio of jblanks, a bottle of
Ink, pens and blotting pads. Those in
tho country rode horseback, visiting
every little thatched hut in the land.
Down in the southern part of the prov-

ince of Santa Clara there is a groat
swamp known as the Lapata marsh. The
enumerator to whom this district Ml re-

ported while I was at Matanzas. He
limped from a severe wound In hi3 log,
where he had been bitten by an alliga-
tor, and he reported that in his journeys
through the deep everglades he had been
forced to kill twenty-tw- o alligators that
disputed his way. Here he found na-

tives who had not heard of the dosing
of the war with Spain, and some of them
had never even heard of America and the
Americans. In Pinar del Rio an enum-
erator found a settlement of nearly nine
hundred persons "engroovtd in the
mountains," as he expressed it, entirely
out of touch with the outside world, liv-
ing on pin tains and sweet potatoes and
governing themselves In a sore of print
itive republic. An almost unheard of set-

tlement among the mountains of San-
tiago puzzled the enumerators far more
Cubans nor Spaniards nor Negroes, ut
than anything else. The people were not
Indians, the only remnant left of the
once powerful tribes which Inhabited the
island when Columbus discovered Ameri-
ca. They are few in number and shy.
and they live In the most primitive man-

ner.
Tho blanks used were exceedingly sim-

ple. Thoy were three In "number, all
headed "Censo de la Isle de Cuba bajo
la Dlrecclon re los Estados Unidos"
"Census of the Island of Cuba under the
Direction of the United States." The
first deal with population, the second
with schools, and tho third with agri-

cultural statistics. Tho population blank
contained spaces for twenty-Jiv- e names,
the first spaces being devoted to the
usual questions as to place of residonce,
name of person, color , sex, age and
whether married or single. Of these
questions that of color was most diff-
icult. The enumerators made throe clas-

sificationswhite, mestizo ami black
but If there are three colors of complox-io- n

In Cuba there are a hundred. More-

over, the blacks wanted to be mestlaos.
and the mestizos white. Scores of times
a black negro would answer the ques-

tion, "What color are you 7' with the
answer, "White."

"But you aro black you are a negro,"
the enumerator. would Insist.

"No, wo aro free; didn't we fight to fc

white men? We aro Independent white
men."

And no amount of persuasion could
persuade him that he was not really a
"white man," and that the enumerator
put him down black in spite of himself.

The inquiries as to nativity and occu-

pation wero easily answered, but that of
citizenship came very hard. Three di-

visions are given to the blank Cuban.
Spanish or "suspenso," In suspense. To
these tho enumerator added "extranjero"

strangor or foreigner. It is often dif-

ficult to know just where tho dividing
line comes between Spaniard and Cu-

bans, and In tho present bitterness of
feeling the difficulty is doUbled. Besides
that, many Spaniards have not yet reg-

istered their intention of remaining
Spanish subjects. They are. therefor.
"In suspense." Others cail themselves
Cubans. These claseifloations of drlzan-shi-p

have been watched very closely by
the Cubans, for the "susponeos" may
play an important part in the eteeUona,
when they take place.

The statistics gathered on the agricul-
tural blanks of the sugar and coffee es
tates, the number of cattle and hora
and so on will bo valuable commer-
cially, and there 's good reason to be-

lieve that tbty were conadeniloaaly col-

lected.
Indeed, the work of the enumerators

was. thoroughly done throughout. Mora
slowly, perhaps, than Americana would
have done it, and yet it was not dragged
out unduly to increase the salary allow-
ance, for there were many entMneratora
in Havana. Santiago and the other cities,
who completed their district in Ave or
six days and tamed in their Manks
complete. On tho other hand, some of
the country enumerator, whero th
roads were inxMssibi with mud and the
jungle was thick, hardly tatsfced in six
weeks To show that the work was con-
scientiously done in ono case, at leat. I
know that 13m enumerator ram to 'h
hotel In Santiago whro I was stopr'riK.
Ave or six tiatos to persona' v and
set the names of evpry go, tii- - ,

nationality aad no on, although wjy
all of them wer ext ranger o ' And
neater penmanship thai tnat if h
schedules all over Oufea was nvf ? n
anywnere. i scaooten cuton, ra-
cially the Cuban woman, la a to-- n p --

wan, and boom of th filled blanks wr
as rJean aad precis as rop:r-rta- ',

with newer a aaradte of alrt. ft Is !.cult to coocHt how th enumr ora
wre able to Xp the blanks so burj-fuO- y.
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African incidents
Little Stories of the Great
Boer-Britis- h War.

LORD AVA'S GAIiLANTBT.
A private letter from a colonel In 'high,

command at the battle of Elandsltagta
(says tho London correspondent of the
Scotsman) mentions a stirring incident.
Lord Ava, son and heir J of the Marquis
of Dufferin. reaching the camp at Lady-smit- h,

found himself unattached. For
time he belonged to the. Seventh lan-
cers. but has left the regiment. Deter-
mined to see some fighting, he besought
his friend, Colonel Ian Hamilton, to take
him on his staff as a galloper. The col-

onel consented, land immediately General
French led cut the little ferce, recon-nolterl- ng

towards Btondslaagte. Here
was a splendid opportunity for the young
galleper. hut a fundamental difficulty
presented itself. Lard Ava had no horse.
and. Colonel Hamilton had none to lend
him.

However, he was not going to be out oC

it for the matter of a horse. Rifle in
hand, he did "galloping" on foot, carry-
ing orders to ami fro for hours during
th hot day. His last instruction was to
convey to the Gordons lying down on tho
veld: under the trail of sheH and rifle
lire, the word to advance. Lord Avi
confessed that when be came up with
them he was so out of breath that ho
coukl hardly pass the word. By way of
rest after the mornlnn work, and as a
nice quiet way of regaining his breath,
he Joined the Gordons on that wa unties
attack on rocky ridge, every line manned
with death dealing Boers. When one
ridge was carried at the point of tho
bayonet others loomed up behind

Avs. came out of the ar unslnged.
The tale of comrades shot on either s4da
of him is one of the addst catalosies
of the war. He toW Colon! Hamilton
that through it all nothing struck, htm
so ranch as the grim Imperturbability of
the Highlanders fighting their way slow-

ly up those terrible rjdgre. "They knelt
to are." b sate, "as coolly and daUb-orate- ly

as if they wre on parade."
TUB B02CR PRISONERS.

The Penoiopc. on which th Beer pris-

oners are ronnned. is, th old iraaelsd.
now dismantled, iwhich took part la the
bombardment of Alexandria. She la an-

chored ckwe in shore at Simon's Town,
la a part of Simon's Bay,
which. In tu$n( Is a part of False Bey,
about a dozen mllfa from Cape Town.
The vessel is open to the visits of priean-or- s'

friends for four hours tooeh any, and
th privilege has been very frosty used,
cspeeialiy by the lady members of "up
country" families. Mr. rtofmern th fa-

mous Bond leader, was tone of the earl-
iest Cope Town visitor.

A correspondent of the Capo Times
notes "how large a proportion of the
prisoners not only spak Saglkh, hat
spe,k it fluently, and with a lees pro-

nounced accent than is to be heard
among the Afrikanders in the colo.V."
The prisoners who have no friends
lounce about the decka smoking, ener-
getically play quoit, or bosy themselves
purchasing 'MzJOtn; luxurl tobaeeo
and so forthSfrom the Indtna tracers.
Many of the prisoners ar sutartty

In well-c- tweed sulta; other wear
clumsy garments, unnntaly ve!dieo9x
(shoos mode of nntannod laatbrn ami
broad slouch hHta London CbmnMe

HOW SPIES AKJE KXTt TK1
"You can hardly realise what an aw.

ful thing a battle is." writes .1 x'wntt in
tho Royal Field Artillery from orange
River. "The mott painful thing . 50
was a Dutch spy, iwho was js;ht

to poison sotn bar, and v.a wn
reach th !attr ptac th troops bad to
low was marebed ta Ms own grave. H
was stood over It. aad then there were
twelv soldir ntarraed oat. who bad to
plrk np rifles oat of group of twelve.
There were Jx of tbene loaded aad x
unloaded, so none off the men knew wx
shot hhn. The poor' chap aver J4. a
word. It waa all over la a few astaasr? '

London Daily Mall.
SIXTEEK HOUKer .BUCBP.

A private of th First Lalatstar Regi-
ment, writing from the boeptuU at

sends ate slater at Notttagbaat in
account of the battle oflDvadee ad l

nabeaquent march to Idveeatta. I
rech the tatter ptac the tree had to
mak a Ion detoar. eovortaic he sa .

about J ml! ultogoUer. "We arrlvri
la Ladyaonth,' th letter pfv,
MBKAt pitiable object, reeling t
with the XattB. as w did r 1
twehre boars' slep n be wa
w bad a half f an o n ih mi
dropped down In th m Ml ani ?'.
sleep. Arrive at our I
sixteen htur w!"o 1 waklnc n
LoneV-- i Daily Mill
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